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Author's Notes: 

My first fic here, inspired by a backstage video on YouTube. | figured | should start off with something simple, 
lighthearted, and amusing before diving into the angsty ideas my muse usually pushes my way. Hope everyone 
enjoys this one. 


Given that the Hysteria tour had been underway for a year now, and still going, it was quite clear to the Leps 
that it was the longest and wildest they'd ever embarked on, and the album was the biggest hit they'd had. 


So when one of their tour managers, lan Jeffery began running around backstage with a camera prior to an 
event one night in 1988, it didn't strike them as anything unusual or invasive after several consecutive shows 
in the limelight. 

That is, until he crossed the line later that night -and got told off by the shyest member of the band. 


During the sound check, the five had no care whatsoever of the camera, as it was negligible during practice 


time compared to an endless sea of spectators. Not even Rick, who had struggled to put on his headphones one 


handed -dropping them into his lap multiple times -had seemed unnerved by the lens recording their activity. 
Despite having gotten flipped off by Sav the night before when he was caught primping his hair in a mirror, 
lan had no trouble filming in the dressing room at the guys goofing off. Sav and Phil were laughing at a joke 


that Joe was explaining as they were getting dried off from showering and as Steve was getting dressed. 


Joe even had no problem with lan filming as he had a dispute with another crew member over the price of t- 


shirts on sale. 
But then, lan crossed the line. 


Sneaking quietly into the loo, eager to see what kind of reaction he would get from the shy guitarist, he lifted 


the camera over the door of the stall. 


Steve, finishing up a pre-show bathroom trip, looked up, and seeing an unusual-shaped object above the door, 
flinched, gasping lightly, before realizing what it was, and who put it there. 


Apparently, he couldn't even get a moment of peace and privacy on this tour -not even in the bathroom! 
With an exasperated grin, Steve sighed. 


"Aww, fuck off, lan!" 


